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JAMES RIVER, ABOVE ROPE FERRY, VIRGINIA. -J. D. Woodward. 



which is 80 feet. The span of the arch is from 45 to 
60 feet wide, and its height to the under line is 196 
feet, and to the upper line 215 feet. The stage road 
crossing the bridge runs from north to south, and 
the deep ravine of Cedar Creek is not otherwise 
easily passed for several miles above or below the 
bridge. Seen from the highway, 200 feet below, is 
the creek, apparently motionless, save where it 
flashes in the sunlight : 

" Still waters between walls 
Of shadowy limestone in a gleaming pass ; 
Music that gentlier on the spirit lies 
Than tired eyelids upon tired eyes : 

Music that brings sweet sleep down from the blissful skies — 
Here are cool mosses deep, 
And through the moss the ivies creep, 
And in the stream the long-leaved flowers weep." 

The most effective view is from the base of the bridge, 
down in the cool and verdant bottoms, where the 
massive arch can be seen bathed in the sunlight 
above, springing against the blue sky. The form of 
the arch approaches to the elliptical, and is carried 
over in a diagonal line —the very line of all others 
the most difficult for the architect to realize, and the 
one best calculated for picturesque effects. Mr. Pol- 
lard, in writing of this bridge, says : " It is the pro- 
portions of art in this wild, strange work of nature, 
its adjustment in the very perfection of mechanical 



skill, its apparently deliberate purpose, that create 
an interest the most curious and thoughtful. It is 
needful to the spot, and yet so little likely to have 
survived the great fracture, the evidences of which 
are visible around, and which has made a fissure of 
about ninety feet through the breadth of a rock- 
ribbed hill, that we are at first disposed to reflect 
upon it as the work of man. It is only when we con- 
template its full measure of grandeur, that we are 
assured it is the work of God. We have the pier, the 
arch, the studied angle of ascent ; and that nothing 
might be wanted in the evidences of design, the 
bridge is guarded by a parapet of rocks, covered with 
line shrubs and trees." On the eastern pier of the 
bridge, about 15 feet from the ground, has been 
carved the name of George Washington, and a few 
feet higher up is the name of Stonewall Jackson ! 
The lichens upon the face of the arch, near the key- 
stone, have formed themselves into strange and 
weird black patches, or figures, among which that of 
an American eagle soaring heavenward is quite prom- 
inent, and easily traced without any special effort of 
the imagination. There are those who fancy they 
can see the lion's head beneath the eagle, and else- 
where the outlines of the heroic countenance of 
Washington. During the late war, General Hunter 
made a raid through this section of country, and 
there was a report at one time, quite extensively be- 



lieved by ignorant people, that he had burned the 
Natural Bridge ! There have also been newspaper 
reports that volcanic action was going on in the 
rocks of this structure, which would soon crumble it 
away. The great monumental curiosity continues to 
stand, however, and bids fair to do so as long as the 
world lasts. 



SOMEBODY'S BABY. 

Somebody's baby, out in the snow ; 
Some one's darling, with nowhere to go ! 
Poor little tender feet, poor little naked feet, 
Poor little slender form, pelted with sleet. 
Somebody's baby, somebody's daughter, 
Houseless and homeless, given to slaughter. 

Golden hair tangled, and ringlets of ice, 
Which some one might fondle, ever so nice ; 
Bright little blue eyes — soft little eyes, 
From which the sunlight flutters and dies, 
Somebody's baby, somebody's child, 
Moaning so sadly in the storm wild. 

Poor tired limbs no longer can go, 
Poor little lamb lain down in the snow ; 
Snow for her pillow, snow for her bed, 
Snow for her winding-sheet when she's dead. 
Some one's baby to sleep neath the sod ; 
Somebody's daughter, gone home to God. 

-L. A. P. N. 



